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PART THREE 
U'ED HUNT remained hidden in harM 
*™ of Sim Caries general store waiting 
for Sim to get back from the errand he had 
sent him on. While waiting. Ned rolled 
himself a cigarette and had time for re- 
fiections. These were not pleasant ones. He 
had returned to his boyhood town of Mesa 
Valley to find peace and to renew the 
friendship of the £jod people of the valley 
whom he had left behind seven years be- 
fore. In those seven years of lightfcoted 
roaming. Ned Hunt's guns had become al- 
most mythical in renown. In camp and 
mining town he had killed nine men. in 
fair fights, all either professional gamblers 
he had caught cheating, or ambitious gun- 
slingers anxious to add the famous Ned 
Hunt to the notches on their Colt barrels. 
' Their ambition had always brought this 
latter type to sudden smoking death before 
an almost magical pair of whiplike six- 
guns. The draw and cold grey eye of Ned 
Hunt became proverbial when men talked 
of speed or accuracy. 

But toward the end of these years. Ned 
Hunt had realized that he had become a 
mechanically perfect mechanism for kill- 
ing. And the full force of this realization 
had hit him with the effect of a cold 
plunge. It was one thing to meet a man 
in deadly combat where both had equal 
chances. It was another to be morally con- 
vinced that when you drew on a man you 
were both his judge and his inexorable 
executioner. Ned Hunt had hung up his 
guns and vowed to use them no more. 

"Here's your box. Ned." Sim Carnes 
hustled into the back room, closing the 
door behind him. "I got it from the stage 
office clerk without no trouble. He's a good 
friend of Sam Raff's, too," the storekeeper 
grinned. Ned Hunt opened the box and 
took out two blue-steel revolvers, and a 
cartridge belt with holsters attached. He 
buckled on the belt, examined the revolv- 
ers, then pushed them into the holsters 
without a word. Sim Carnes watched him 
out of curious eyes. "A lot of us here in 
Mesa Valley didn't believe those rumors 




about you hanging up your guns because 
you had turned yellow, Ned. You musta 
had a good reason of your own." 

"Yes, I did. Sim," said the tall gun- 
fightc-r. "And now I've got a good reason 
to wear them again. Sam Raff's in jail 
where he's got no right to be. And maybe 
he's hurt bad. First thing I'm going to do 
now is get Sam out." 

"A lot of us here woulda fought against 
Hawkins' crooked gang long ago if we had 
a leader like you, Ned." said Sim Carnes 
buckling on a gun. "I'm goin' with you " 
Ned Hunt hesitated and then nodded. It 
wouldn't do any harm to have the store- 
keeper along. It was clear that Mesa Valley 
needed a thorough housecleaning. from top 
to bottom, if honest citizens like Sam Rarf 
and Sim Carnes were to live in it peaceably. 
Ned silently resolved now that, no matter 
what risk he had to run, he would disin- 
fect Mesa Valley before he put his guns 
down again. "Come on," he said to Sim 
Carnes. "We'll go out the back way and 
come up to the jail from behind." 

Ned Hunt and his middle-aged ally by 
dodging from shack to tree made the cover 
of the jail without being seen, and crouched 
under a half-open but barred window. Ned 
had decided against open gunplay at this 
stage. That would come in time, but mean- 
while it might jeopardize Sam Raff'i 
chances for freedom which were all im- 
portant at the moment. But then, as the 
lean gunfighter was mentally weighing the 
possibilities of crashing the rickety-look- 
ing back door near him, voices wafted to 
them from the half -open window above. 
Ned immediately recognized Sheriff Falkcs 
growling tones. 

"I tell you we'v.e got to catch Hunt." 
Falkes was saying. "That so-called gnn- 
siinger might be all washed up as a killer, 
but he can still cause us plenty of trouble 
so. long as he's on the loose!" 

"You mean if he finds we're framing that 
fitagecoach job yesterday on him?" queried 
another voice that Ned identified as one 
of the deputies who had been with the 
sheriff at Raff's ranch. "But how can he 
prove anything? We'll all swear we suw 
you take tiiat black hood frbm his saddle- 
bag. Calm down. Falkes," 

"Calm down, eh?" snarled the sheriff. 
"I suppose, Sykes. that you'll explain to 
Jed Hawkins why we didn't jail Ned Hunt, 
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haM r™ MlMng Jtra Hawkins it plenty 
worried about Hunt showing up here. He 
wants to get rid of him, don't you under- 
stand? Hunt can be a nuisance. The only 
•aft place for bim is behind bars. We've 
got to find him and put him there." 

44 W A7'BLL < I'll be dipped in oil!" whis- 
pered Sim Carnes at Ned's side. 
**You hear that? Sheriff Falkes is workin' 
ter Jed Hawkins! An' we elected him! The 
double-dealing polecat! Wait'll I spread 
this around!" The tall, bronzed figure 
crouching beside him smiled grimly. Ned 
Hunt had taken Falkes' measure earlier 
that day, and none of what he had just 
heard surprised him. "You'll get a chance, 
Sim, later. Meanwhile, we've got other 
things to do. Stand back quietly." 

As Sim Carnes stood aside. Ned gently 
tried the knob on the door near them. It 
was locked. Thereupon, he drew back about 
three feet and threw himself at the door 
shoulder foremost. It gave almost without 
resistance and his momentum catapulted 
Ned Hunt into a small office with barred 
windows. Though he was off balance, and 
had just broken through splintered wood, 
bis guns appeared magically in Ned Hunt's 
bands. "Get 'em up," he snapped at the 
dumbfounded sheriff who was in the room 
with Sykes and another deputy. 

"Hunt !" ejaculated the sheriff. The three 
crooked taw officers raised their hands 
slowly before the tall, w^aithlike figure, 
"Higher. Much higher," urged Ned Hunt, 
his grey eyes as frosty as a winter sky. 
"You three hombres are going to stand 
trial for your crimes, though shooting's no 
better than you deserve." 

"Bah!" growled Falkes suddenly. 
"You're bluffing. Hunt! We know you're 
too yellow to shoot guns any more. You've 
lost your nerve. All together, boys! Draw 
on him now!" 

'W'HE sheriff and Sykes dropped their 
hands simultaneously and yanked on 
their guns. The third man, either because 
he wasn't convinced by Falkes' bravado or 
because something about Ned Hunt fore- 
warned him, wavered but kept his hands 
aloft. The two blue-steel revolvers of Ned 
Hunt spoke with one voice although their 
owner did not move a fraction of an inch, 
and the flame-streaked explosions mingled 
with angered cries of pain as the guns of 
the two phony lawmen were shot cleanly 
from their gra,sps. 

"Get that key ring from Falkes' desk, 
Sim. Find Sam Raff and bring him out 
here, if he can walk." As the agile tittle 
storekeeper hopped to obey, Ned Hunt ad- 
dressed himself to Falkes. "Mister," said 



Ned, "you've made a lot of mistakes. This 
one you just made was almost your last. 
Make the same mistake again, and it will 
be your last." 

The sullen-faced sheriff stared incredu- 
lously, clenching and unclenching his 
numbed gun hand. Rumor had assured him 
that the mighty Ned Hunt had turned 
yellow. He was only just beginning to 
realize how wrong rumor could be, and 
the realization was b bitter pill. "Look 
here. Hunt," he said, "you're a fool to 
buck Jed Hawkins! Tell you what — throw 
in with us. Now that you're wearing guns 
again, you're a valuable man. You can be 
a rich man. Hunt, workin' for Hawkins! 
What do you say?" 

Thetr tall captor smiled without mirth. 
"Save your breath, Falkes. You may need 
it." The side door of the office opened 
again and Sam Raff appeared, looking un- 
kempt and pale but otherwise in good con- 
dition. He was followed by the storekeeper. 
Raff's eyes lit up as he saw his friend, but 
the sight of Falkes and the two deputies 
with their hands still high seemed to con- 
found him. "What's going on, Ned?" he 
queried worriedly. "You oughtn't to buck 
the law like this !" 

"The law's crooked." said Ned Hunt 
grimly, and he briefly outlined to Raff 
what he and Sim had overheard at the 
window. Sam Raff's honest face went dark 
and angry as he listened. Meanwhile, at 
Ned's bidding. Sim Carnes locked the three 
malefactors in the cell just vacated by Raff. 
When the storekeeper came back into the 
office, the rancher was saying: "There's a 
dozen men in Mesa Valley we can count 
on, Ned. Those men will fight when they 
hear that Falkes has been on Jed Hawkins' 
payroll. I'll round them up and we'll all 
rush the Black Pinto and have it out with 
the Hawkins' gang." 

RUT the tall gunfighter shook his head. 

"Too many men likely to get hurt 
that way. Sam. I've got another plan. You 
round up your friends and bring them to 
the courthouse. I'm going down to the 
Black Pinto alone and bring out Jed 
Hawkins for trial by his fellow townsmen." 

"Alone, Ned? But Hawkins has six or 
more trained killers always near him. 
You'll get killed sure!" 

"If I am," said Ned Hunt with a small 
smile, "it will be time enough then to try 
your way, Sam. Get along." 

(End of Part Three) 
Read next month's CAPTAIN MAR- 
VEL JR. lor the exciting conclusion to 
SILENT GUNS! 
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